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and then it changed to weeping. In answer came
a man's voice3 words that Rosa could not under-
stand, and she thought that they were in a foreign
language.
The girl spoke again, and again her voice rose
and broke into sobs; the man said something softly
and quickly, there was the sound of a kiss and his
steps rang in the stones. He went so quickly
through the porch that Rosa had not time to see
him, only to catch the line of his cloak, the light
on his hair, which was grey, and the phantom white
of his legs that seemed to be in stockings.
A door banged., there was the crack of a whips
the sound of wheels grinding on the gravel and of
horses' hooves, rising immediately to a trot. A girl
ran into the empty porch; for a moment she stood
poised above the steps as if she would fly after the
carriage, then she seemed to crumple, took two
steps and fell against a pillar, hiding her face with
a strangled, choking cry,
Rosa felt a rush of blood in her ears, a pricking
in her breasts, and along her thighs, a moment of
icy terror. She was looking at herself.
As the girl had turned towards her to grope
towards the pillar, Rosa had seen her own face; it
was her body that was sobbing against the stone,
her hair had tumbled from its ribbon on to her
shoulders, her voice had spoken. She wore her hair
dressed in loops and curls, her skirts fell about her
feet, a queer flowing dress, nearly violet in the
grey light, the colour of the eyes in a peacock's
tail or of morning-glory flowers, and with a stab